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REVIEWS 

NEW BOOKS OF VERSE 

The New World, by Witter Bynner. Kennerley. 

To express democraqr as emotion is no light motive for 
a poet. The monarchical ideal, the militaristic ideal, personi- 
fied in the figure of king or warrior, has made and unmade 
nations and inspired half the great poems of the world ; but 
democracy, dethroning both king and warrior, sets up no 
such appealing figure for art to celebrate. In fact, it sets 
up no figure at all, and its ideal of human brotherhood flattens 
easily into a platitude. 

Mr. Bynner exalts this ideal to passion by prefiguring it 
in the love of man and woman. He fuses it, makes it work- 
able, gives it a place and a pedestal, by thus relating the 
love of many with the love of one. In so doing he accom- 
plishes the difficult task of a poetic exposition of his social 
philosophy; always presenting that philosophy not through 
abstractions but through concrete examples — the loves and 
sorrows of individuals. Gradually he builds up, with beau- 
tiful art, and always in the simple diction of everyday speech, 
a clear and lofty expression of the beauty of human broth- 
erhood, and a prophecy of its universal power in a spiritual- 
ized world. 

This kind of expository poem is perhaps the most difficult 
to write, so easily does its.fire turn to the dust of argument. 
Now and then Mr. Bynner seems in danger of moralizing, 
but in almost every case his mood freshens and bears him 
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away from the bogs. His art lacks mass and weight, perhaps 
— it is a white-sailed sloop racing over the deep waters of 
his theme, not a heavy brig or a steel freighter, veterans of 
storms. The democracy it expresses is the democracy of a 
sensitive aristocrat who feels through imagination, not that 
of a hard man of the people who feels through knowledge. 
There is not, in Mr. Bynner, such richness and fullness of 
experience of life as in Whitman or Mark Twain, or that 
more modern democrat Edgar Lee Masters; and thus his 
poem lacks the breadth and bigness of the works of these. 

But it has great beauty, at times a lyric ecstacy, a note 
clear, fine, pure. It not only achieves with felicity its spirit- 
ual motive, but incidentally sketches with light strokes a few 
living figures — the steel-worker, the two brothers, and even 
Celia, who, though dimmed by certain speeches, is at times 
vivid in superlative loveliness. 

Having printed eight pages of this poem last April, we 
will pause now merely for a salutation : 

The wind of death is a bright kiss 

Upon the lips _ 

Of every immigrant, as upon yours and mine — 

Theirs is the stinging brine 

And sun and open sea, 

And theirs the arching sky, eternity. 

H.M. 

Rivers to the Sea, by Sara Teasdale. Macmillan. 

Who can review a book like this ? It would be like ana- 
lyzing the flowers of June, for Mrs. Filsinger's lyrics have 
the clarity, the precision, the grace and fragrance of flowers. 
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